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foot; and, after a laborious ascent of these declivities covered with underwood
and young trees, we reached the summit, which presented the appearance of a
vast funnel hung with verdure, its depths forming a small pool. (May not this
be an ancient crater ?) We descended to the verge of the water in the profoundest
silence, and there at length we got to the houdi.

The lake, on the borders of which it stood, is the only place in the whole
mountain where the animals can find water. It is the rendezvous, therefore, of
all the denizens of the forest, and the tigers especially are attracted thither by the
double bait of water and an abundant prey. When one of them is signalled, he
is permitted the peaceful enjoyment of this paradise up to the day when he
becomes the object of an expedition like the present.

The houdi is brought to even greater perfection here than in Meywar. It is
quite a small habitation, containing rooms, and surmounted by a terrace. The
walls are battlemented, and their loopholes command a full view of the spot where
the animals are forced to come to water, the rest of the lake being surrounded by
a little wall which prevents all access to it.

In the principal room of the houdi we find a table and chairs, and a basket
containing refreshments and some bottles of Moselle, which are to supply us with
patience to await the arrival of my lord the tiger; it is, however, strictly for-
bidden to speak aloud or to smoke. A perfect arsenal of carbines, ranged along
the wall, are destined for our use and that of the king and the few nobles who
have followed us. -

Darkness at length spreads over the little valley; the hours wear on till it
is past midnight: as yet nothing has stirred; but, towards one o'clock, the forest
seems to become animated ; presently some boars arrive, then stags ; a little later,
a solitary sambur halts proudly at about thirty yards distant from us, his graceful
head crowned with magnificent antlers, reflected in the mirror of the lake, lit by
myriads of stars. But all these temptations do not make xis forget the tiger we
are expecting.

As is always the case in these hunts l>y night, the most interesting moments
are those of expectation, when the hunter, momentarily unarmed, sees the whole
nocturnal life of the forest defile before his eyes. When the tiger appears, there
is another interval of excitement. Then the unfortunate animal, fatally condemned
beforehand, advances almost without any mistrust. A discharge is sent from the
houdi, and the tiger falls with a roar, his body riddled with bullets. This last
act, which appears to be the principal one, is not the most to be admired For
my own part, I have always felt a sort of remorse in making one of eight to
assassinate a tiger from behind a wall two feet in thickness,

This time also, everything happens as I had foreseen: out of our number of
eight, the tiger has received five bullets, which fact does not, however, prevent
the courtiers from complimenting the king on his skill; as though he had been
the only one to fire.

On hearing the shots, the attendants arrive on the spot, bearing torches; the
carcase of the tiger is placed on a stretcher, and, remounting our elephants, we
return on our road to Govindgurh. At four in the morning, we found ourselves
in our tent, after a fearful run, mounted on our elephant, stumbling by torchlight
in the midst of the chaos of rocks I have already described. It is quite a
miracle that no accident has occurred, for I have a notion that, while we were